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| gardens, London.—Please

\::rnm was handed to the hall-porter of a

OR,

FATAL BEAUTY.

CHAPTER 1.

A MOMENTOUS TELEGRAM.
The waters in beauty and brightness flow,
While a corpse lies drowned in the l!(.'p(h!
wlow, M. J. FosTER.
“From Pierre Jacquemart, Prefecture
of Paris, to M. Dare Devereux, Carlton-
come at once to
1dentify body found in Seine. Letter ad-
regsed to you in pocket.”
On a sunny afternoon in June, this tele-

house in Carlton-gardens,
ianded it to a footman to
master,

~I don't know if Mr. Devereux is in,"
said John Thomas, shrugging his should-
ers, as he crossed the hall, “One never
does know whether he is in or out—he's
that erratic.”

Nevertheless, though telegrams in
these days excite no alarm in well regu.
lated minds, John Thomas knew better
than to dawdle over delivering the mes-
sage with which he was char, ed, and
proceeded at once in search of My, Dev-
ereLx.

Belecting the library as the most likely
apartment in which to find his master, his
sagacity was rewarded, for a soft, clear
voice responded, “Come in!” to his knock,
and John Thomas entering, handed the
telegram to a very handsome, aristocrat-
ic-looking young man who was lounging
in an arm-chair, reading “Horace.”

“A telegram? Thanks,” gaid he, rather
listlessly, and turned another e,
acnrcelyflnncing at the little missive;
but in a few moraents he laid down “Hor-
ace” and took up the telegram,

“From Paris!” he muttered, and he
opened the envelope quickly. “What the
deuce—-2"

The sentence was never finished. One
glance of the large, quick blue eyes had
takeninthe whole message, and the youn
man sprang to his feet with a smother
cry, and the white fingers that had lin.
gered carelessly over the pages of “Hor-
ace,” were locked as if in mortal agony.

“Percival Claremont!"

The name fell from his quivering lips
like the echo of a long-present thowght,
and for an instant he stood motionless,
paralyzed by the shock of the fearful
conviction forced upon him by that brief,

rim telegram, enclosing in a few words a

ife's history and a tragedy.

But only for an instant. = The next Dare
Devereux had sprung to the door, and in
another moment was in his dressing-
room.

and he in turn
be taken to the

“Ellig,” he said quickly to his astonish-
ed valet, “I must cross to Calais to-night.
Read this telegram. I shall start in an
hourto catch the hoat-train.*

Ellis, who liad been in his master's ser-
vice sinee he left Eton, needed no more,
In an hour and a half Dare Devereux was
whirling down to Dover as fust as express
speed could take him.

- L * * »* *

It was laid in the Morgue for curious
eyes to gaze upon, and morbid fancies to
conjecture what sin or suffering could
bave made life too heavy a burden for this
stalwart, well-to-do Englishman; for the
dead man's clothes were of fine broad-
cloth, and his linen of finest qualities,
His features bore the hall-mark of gentle
blood, and the smooth, soft-skinned hands
bad done no rough work.

The body was taken out of the Seine
two nights ago, near the Pont Royal.
There was nothing to identify it save the
letter addressed to M. Devereux, and none
of the police who saw the corpse could

DOMINION OPDFELLOW,.

L..A.,..\.. w remove the body to England,
and this he we , . rmitted to do.

Not kuow to whom the dead man al-
luded! 7Too well Dare Devereux knew,
but the secret should be locked in hig
own breast. His hand and no other should
avenge Percival Claremont.

A few days later Percival Claremont
was buried in the churchyard of his na-
tive village, far away in wild Cornwall—
buried at night with none to mourn by
his grave but Dare Devereux and a dist-
ant cousin.

There was no will, and Dare Devereux,
who had o passionately loved the dead
man—who so loved him still—had no
memento of him but that letter found on
the suicide.

Was Percival Claremont a suicide?

CHAPTER II.
HESTER RANSOMK'S GUEST,
While Vengeance, in the lurid air
Lifts her red arm, exposed and bare,

A blaze of light, repeated in lofty mfr-
rors; the glow of crimson on furniture
and draperies and flower-strewn velvet
carpets; rich lace, veiling in graceful
folds open windows, through which was
wafted the scent of flowers; soft and
varied hues of female drapery; soft mur.
mur of voices; men's and women's com.
mingled, and merry, but not noisy, laugh-
ter—all this formed an harmonisus whole
that might well chain eye and ear.

In this salon of a handsome house in
the Parc Monceau, a company of perhaps
twenty men and women had met together
this June evening, as they had met often
before, not only for social intercourse, it
would seem, for though there was plenty
of conversation, and very charming con-
versation, for the most part in charming
French, there was another occupation
going on which absorbed at least as much
attention, indeed a good deal more, than
the latest gossip about Bernhardt, or the
last new piece at the Palais Royal or
Renaissance, and this occupation was
card-playing; and if you looked at the
company closely you would see that it
was somewhat curiousiy constituted.

At a small table near one of the wind-
ows, playing ecarte with a wealthy mar-
quis, an actress of the Opera Comique,
and a Hebrew member of the Bourse, the
“friend” of pretty Mdle. Trois Ktoiles—at
least, 80 said rumor—sat the mistress of
this private gambling salon, the hand-
some Englishwoman who was so well
known at Monaco, Baden, and elsewhers,
Madame Hester Ransome.

Some cynics doubted if there had ever
been a Mr. Ransome, but of course Mad-
ame's daughter must be accounted for,—
This little girl had never yet made an ap-
pearance in the salon; but was veported
to be a remarkablly beautiful child,

Heeter Ransome was perhaps thirty-
five or six; a tall woman, neither stout
nor slight, but robust ; a handsome woman
without doubt, and yet hardly, one would
have thought, the Kind of woman to have
any very potent influence over men. Of

this Hester Ransome, however, more | “I Will answer your question by anoth-
er, madame. Have you alre: ten
anon. Buftice it now to add that she b e Chmmontlx Y

dressed as faultlessly as any Parisian,
anoka French with wvery littia foreion ae.

cent, and was an inimitable hostess, lips. She reeled two or three ste
Madame had a heap of gold beside her, | but recovering almost d‘mtr;:
8ho was a lucky band at all games of |said fiercely:

chance—a very lucky hand.

“I marvel,” she observed presently,
“that M. Baint-Marc is not here to-night,
He asked to bring with him a voung Eng-
lish friend whom he did not name. 1 ex-
pected him earlier.”

“Does his friend play 1" asked the mar-
quis, to whom the hostess had .addressed
herself,

“Ah, I donot know. He is of noble
birth, and wealthy. I know no more. Lis-
ten! some carriage has nto‘rped without.
Perhaps it is M. Saint-Marc's coupe.”

In a few moments conjecture was set at
rest, for the doar was opened wide, and a

recail the features. The Englishman wag
evidently a jg Paris

nge g nar d

; °ring lips
like the echo of a long-present thought,
and for an instant he stood motionless,
paralyzed by the shock of the fearful
conviction forced upon him by that brief,

rim telegram, enclosing in a few words a
life’s history and a tragedy.

But only for an instant. ~ The next Dare
Devereux had sprung to the door, and in
amother moment was in his dressing-
room.

“Ellis," he eaid quickly to his astonish-
ed valet, “I must cross to Calais to-night.
Read this telegram. I shall start in an
hourto catch the boat-train.”

Ellis, who hiad been in his master's ser-
vice since he left Eton, needed no more,
In an hour and a half Dare Devereux was
whirling down to Dover as fast as express
epeed could take him.

- » * * * *

It was laid in the Morgune for curious
eyes to gaze upon, arnd morbid fancies to
confecture what sin or suffering could
bave made life too heavy a burden for this
stalwart, well-to-do Englishman; for the
dead man's clothes were of fine broad-
cloth, and his linen of finest qualities,
His features bore the hall-mark of gentle
blood, and the smooth, soft-skinned hands
had done no rough work.

The body was taken out of the Seine
two nights ago, near the Pont Royal.
There was nothing to identify it save the
letter addressed to M. Devereux, and none
of the police who saw the corpse conld
recail the features. The Englishman was
evidently a stranger in Paris, nor did the
letter afford any clue as to identity, for it
bore no signature. One thing it meemed
to indicate—that at the time of writing it
the suicide had no intention of destroying
himself. Was if, then, murder?

Heaven only knew how dear to young
Devereux's passionate heart was the man
who now lay dead before him.

Five years ago they had parted, and no
line from Claremont had reached Dever-
eux, till the long silence had forced the
latter into the belief that his friend was
dead. Alas, to know that through these
zem of silence he had lived, and died

ut two days ago—like this!

Bo soon as the corpse was formally
identified, M. Pierre Jacquemart gave

atton fanad a vie frian
meﬁn‘:&lthﬂw"ﬂl’nu 62!(‘"\ ne"nnlu lnt(;:m?u!l
to . It was a singular fragmentary
epistle, and showed the writer to be in a
very agitated frame of mind at the time
of writing.

“‘Friend—more than brother, if T dare still
call you so—try to think mercifully of me,
Answer me quickly, for I shall not dare to
come to you till you tell me I have not des-
troyed in your heart the
Why bave I been silent all these years? Why
have I shunned you? Because'I could not
face you—you, a lad, I, aman; because | could
not endure that you should know me fer the
debased villain I am now and have been for so
long. No need to tell you that & woman was
the tempter, alluring me from a double aHegi-
ance. ou ‘mnw her; you heard me speak of
her—to condemn her then, though I admired
her beauty. To her I have lost all—wealth and

0 need to say more in wri ing; you
ough now to almost forgive my #i-
lence. Tcould not shake off the chains that
enthralled me; I could not clasp your hand
while 1 feared to meet the gaze that. if it pitied,
would scorn me. But now the awakening has
come; now I can at least strive to atone for, if
I cannot redeem, the past. One even there s
more deeply wronged than you—, But | can-
not write more, Tell me i1 may come to you,

to seek, (o strive for forgiveness,”
The diad man was Mr. Percival Clare-
mont, pglinglishman of good family and

considerable wealth. He did not know to
whom the letter alluded. He could throw

power of forgivenoess,

no light on the circumstances of My,
Claremont's death. He did not contradict
the remark of one of the officials that Mr.
Claremont evidently did not intend to
commit suicide when the letter was writ-
ten, but seemed to have resolved on it
later. He only asked that he might be

wian-servant announeed :

80 ghishwoman who was so well
kunown at Monaco, Baden, and elsewhere,
Madame Hester Ransome.

Some cynics doubted if there had ever
been a Mr. Ransome, but of course Mad-
ame's daughter must be accounted for,—
This little girl had never yet made an ap-
pearance in the salon; but was reported
to be a remarkably beautiful child,

Heeter Ransome was perhaps thirty-
five or six; a tall woman, neither stout
nor slight, but robust ; a handsome woman
without doubt, and yet hardly, one would
have thought, the kind of woman to have
any very potent influence over men. Of
this Hester Ransome, however, more
anon. Suffice it now to add that she
dressed as faultlessly as any Parisian,
anoka French with verv littia foreion ao.
cent, and was an inimitable hostess.

Madame had a heap of gold beside her.,
Sho was a lucky hand at all games of
chance—a very lucky hand.

“I marvel,” she observed presently,
“that M. Baint-Marc is not here to-night,
He aeked to bring with him a voung Eng-
lish friend whom he did not name. 1 ex-
pected him earlier.”

“Does his friend play 1" asked the mar-
quis, to whom the hostess had -addressed
herself.

“Ah, I donot know. He is of noble
birth, and wealthy. I know no more. Lis-
ten! some carriage has stopped without.
Perhaps it is M. Saint-Marc's coupe.”

In a few moments conjecture was set at
rest, for the doar was opened wide, and a
man-servant announced :

“M. de Saint-Marc and M. Devereux.-

And Madame rose and went forwand to
receive her guests, and everyone looked
up to see who the newcomer might be.

A very young man, tall, slender, and
strikingly bandsome, with curly hair
that glittered like gold in the light, and
large, brilliant eyes. He was clean shaven,
save for the moustache which shaded a
mouth, sensitive enough for a woman,
bui unusually firm even for a strong-
willed man, and 100 haughty for a man so
young. As he bowed and answered Mad-
ame's greeting in a few graceful words,
the perfection of his accent caused a
whispered remark among the guests.

“There is some mistake; this is not the
Englishman!” and Madame said, smiling,
to M. Saint-Mare, “Monsieur, you told me
your friend was English."

“Truly, Madame, I have not misled you.
It in my friend's French; it deceives ey-
eryone.”

“It may well do so," said Madame Ran-
some. “I wish I could speak French as

/ou do, M. Devereux; but I suppose you
flave been a great deal in France1”

He answered “Yes, a great deal,” and
then Madame presented him to the other
guests, and he speedily became the cen-
tre of attraction.

He played a little, and then amused
himself by watching the other players,
and presently sauntered to the table
where Madame Ransome was playing, and
where her pile of gold was rapidly in-
creasing.,

“Monsieur does not play,” observed
Madame Bernard, a lady of fashion,
who was doing her best to ruin her hus-
band by her passion for gambling.

Devereux smiled.

“You know, madame, they say that
lookers-on see most of the game,” he said,
bowing slightly.

Hester Ransome glanced up covertly
into the speaker’s face; but it was unre-
vealing.

M. Devereux had clearly not intended
any inuendo.

The Opera Comique lady played, and
lost; the marquis fared no better. Final-
ly Madame Rangome rose from the table
the winner of three thousand francd.—

ey

l~ed

and ruin i

youl! I did him no wrong!”
You ruined him,
death.”

Ransome siepped before him,
black eyes of

eyes of the man, met full, “Is it to be war
to the knife between yon and me1"

“War to the knife then be it,” she said
through her zat {o TR

She turnied 1, Devergtx with a bright
“Will monsieur try his luck?” she
asked,

The g man loo! . bler straight in
the and replied :
“ Merei, madame, I ‘decline to try

issues with ko skillfu! an gpponent.”

“Nay, monsicur, you may have better
luck; do not envy me mine.”

“Heaven forbid’: madame, that I should
enyy youn your luck! I would rather
lose all I possss than win i by such
‘luck’ as yowrs"”

The effect of these uncompromising
words, spoken with deliberate emphasis,
was electrical. All sprang to their feet.
bdame Ransome recoiled with blanch-

ek and a mingled fear and defiance
in her eyes. “Espion,” “scelerat,” were
freely bandied about; but glances of per-
plexity and wonder were exchanged, too,

The marquis walked up to Devereux.

“Monsieur, you have made a monstrous
accusation against a lady, your hostess;
{nu are bound to prove it, or to retract

x

Madame Randome stood erect, looking
straight before her, but utterin& not a
word. Dare Devereux seemed the most
self-possessod person in the room,

“I owe,” he said quietly, “an lpolon to
M. Saint-Marc, to whose kindness I am
indebted for my introduetion to this salon;
and to him I will presently render ever
explanation. But for the accusation
have just made, T owe no apology; I am
quite willing—if Madame be wi ling also
=to substantiate my statement.”

Everyone looked at Madame Ransome.
The guests gathered round hexr vociferat-
Ing, jabbering, as enly ¥rench people can,
Devereux stood hau htily aloof "during
this painful scene, Ang Madame Ransome
stooJ’;ke a tiger at bay, glaring at her
accugers with a strange mingling of fear
and deflance in her gaze and mien; but
she spoke not a word, At length M.
Baint-Marc and one or two others suc-
ceeded in producing a temporary calm,
and Baint-Marc suggested that if Madame
refused to clear herself, it would be better
that she should return the money she had
won that evening to those who had lost it
to her,

“So be it,”
first time;
house,”

she mid, speaking for the
“and let every ome leave my

“No need to tell them, madame,” said
the Opera Comique Jad y with a broad
sneer; they would hardly care to remain.”

They went out, still chattering and
ticulating furiously—all but Saint-Mare
and Dare Devereux.

“Monsieur,” said Madame Ransome to
the former gentleman, will you withdraw
for one moment "

Saint-Marc bowed and quitted the room.

Then Hester Ransome ‘iumd to Dev-
ereux. [

“M. Dare Deverenx, how have I I:Lurod
you that you should bring upon me shame

A strange cry broke from the woman's

“And what was Percival Claremont to

“He was my nearest and dearest fiiend.
I loved him better than I loved my life,
and drove him to his

He turned towards the door. Hester
“Hold!" she said, and for an instant the
the woman, the deep-blue

“Wartothe knife,” ke answered steadily,
Bhe drew back.

omeed To tell them, madame,” said
the Opera ( mique lady, with a broad
sueer; they would hn.rd{y care to remain.”

_They went out, gtjll chattering undhfec-
ticulating furiously—all but Saint-Marc
and Dare Devereny.

“Monsieur,” said Madame Ransome to
the former gentleman, will you withdraw
for one moment i

Saint-Marc bowed and quitted the room.

Then Hester Ransome turned to Devy-
ereux. '

“M. Dare Devereux, how have I in{lurod
you that you should bring upon me shame
and ruin

“I will answer your question b‘y anoth-
er, madame. Haye you already forgotten
Percival Claremont f

A strange cry broke from the woman's
lips. She reeled hack two or three ste:
but recovering { almost directly,
said fiercely :

“And what was Percival Claremont to
you?! I did him no wrong!”

“He was my nearest and dearest friend.
I'loved him better than I loved my life.
You ruined him, and drove him fo his
death.”

He turned towards the door.
Ransome siepped before him.,

“Hold!” ghe said, and for an instant the
black eyes of the woman, the deep-blue
eyes of the man, met full, “Is it to be war
to the knife between you and me1"

“Warto thie knife,” ke answered steadily.

Bhe drew back.

“War to the knife then be it,” she said
through her set teeth; “and let us see,
Dare Devereux, in this ‘game of skill’
which hand will win—yours or mine!”

“I accept the combat,” said the young
man ca'mly, “and will abide the issues.—
Adieu, madame.”

And he bowed and went out.

Before noon the next day the aparte-
ment in the Parc Monceau knew Hester
Ransome no more. Forgotten by the
world, but graven in stone on the memo-
ries of the man and woman who stood face
to face that night as deadly foes. War to
the knife! Which hand would plant the
death-blow—the man's or the woman's,

CHAPTER III.
AT THE GROSVENOR.

In her air there was a something of command,
As tho' she moved the lady of the land.
—BYRon,

Hester

“And who is Vida Carolan "

It is nearly fourteen years since Perci-
val Claremont was laid in the Paris
Morgue, and Dare Devereux by a few
words shattered the fortunes of Hester
Ransome, and the scene is not now in
Paris, and the mouth is not June, but

May.
Leaning upon oneof the marble consoles
in the Grosvenor Gallery, the Hon. Roke-

by Danvers asked the above recorded
question of his friend Laurence Summers,
who, after surveying through an eyeglass
the fashionable throng, had just given ut-
terance to these words: .*I hope Vida
Carolan will be here,”

Laurence etared with as much surprise
a8 if he had been asked who Gladstone
was; then his brow cleared, and an indul-
gent smile irradiated his features,

“Poor devill” he caid compassionately,
“I forgot that you had only just turned
up from Berlin, and Vida Carolan only
rose on the horizon a month ago, so of
course you couldn’'t know who she is.—
Well, in one sense 1 can't tell you, nor
can any one else, I believe; she's a mys-
tery. Kven the slaters' haven't been
able to find out ‘who was her father, wio
was her mother; but in another sense I
can tell you something about her. I cer-
tainly know as much as any one knows.”

“I'll dare swear that,” replied the Hon.
Rokeby, “for you're the club newsman.
There's Beatrix Mansfiell—doesn't she

look charming? Well, about this Mys.. or

graceful in beari

Miss, or Mdtle, Carolan i

“Miss—thank goodness!” There's a
shance for you, my boy. No, not Mad-
emoiselle-~she is English, she says—but
she might be French, Italian, or German,
or all t{ree together, for she ks all
those languages aswell as she does Eng-
lish—almost better—-"

“'Pon my word, Summers, you arouse
me to a fatiguing amount of interest. Go
on—I am all ears. Tell me all you know
about this mysterious goddess.”

“She's eccentric—unconventional—Bo-
hemian—what you will,” continued Lau-
rence. Bhe lives in Hertford-strect in
good style, practically almost alone, for
there i no one living with her but an old
duenna, and those sort of okl ladies are
as much a blind as a protection, in nine
cases out of ten. 8till, Vida Carolan has
been taken up by the swells—or rather, I
had almost said, she has taken them up.
How? Ask the Delphic oracles, my dear
boy, for I can't tell you. They say she is
of good West Country family. Bhe is eer-
tainly of gentle blood; on that point there
can be no doubt. She is highly cultivat-
ed, plays splendidly, and everyone rurs
; r her—even the beauties, who envy

er."

“By Jove! said the Hon, Rokeby, «I
must get an jutroduction. There won't
be any difficulty about that.”

“Oh, dear no. I met her only the othe;
day at Mrs. Staunton’s ‘at home.! I'll
troduce you.”

Dany ors thanked his friend, and turned

RS

Y t;’ 100: l'ilthe crowd with more interest ‘l‘“k admiration af grageful Vida Car-
than he had previously displayed. He |o©lan. o 00
was seeking the new -t{r that l’y:ld sud- [ “Allow me," said Lady 3, and the
denlv ghoma farth on the London world. introduction was gone throg due

“What does Dare Devereux say of the
new beauty 1” asked Danvers, after a short
silence,

“He Lasn't seen her yet, He has been
abroad ever since last June, and only: re-
turns to London on Monday next. Hist!”
he suddenly grasped the other's arm,
“there she is—by Jingo—coming this way.
You'll see her better in a minute. We
shall see here just as well as anywhere
else, though just now your paragon is
hidden by the mob.”

“She'll shaw up presently. I think she
is with Bir Thomas and Lady Marvyn—I
thought I saw them just now close by

er.”

On eame the erowd slowly, paying no
more attention to the pictures than if
there had been none to look at, but all di-
recting their attention to the one tall, |
slender girl in the midst, who moved for.
ward unconcernedly, talking to her com-
panions, exchsnging salutes with those
she knew, and either superbly indifterent
to the bomn&e of which she was too con-
lpieuone:; e

object for the possibility of

or p ing in & con.
summate degree the art of assuming ine
difference.

And so at last she drew near the spot
where stood the Hon. Rokeby. Danvers
and his friend, and Danvers drew in his
breath with a quick muttered :

“Heavens!—what beauty. The girl is
divine!”

A tall, slim, supple form, perfectly

n movement; an
oval face, with a Adark skin as clear
a8 opal, the brow and full, the
eyes of dark, reddish hazel  ghining
tgough long black upward-curling lashes
delicate reg lips at once firm and mobile,
showing as they smiled glimpees of

it-
tering little white teeth, a wealth of dark
chestnut hair clustering in short eurle
over the nobly balanced head, and low
enough on the forehead to soften its mas«
culine development of intellectual power,
but not too low to conceal that unique ev-
idence of mental force; these were the el
ements—in general terms—that made up
the remarkable whole, known in the Lon-
don world as Vida Carolan,

Amc the crowd slowly, paying no
more attention to the pictures than if

recting their attention to the one tall,
slender girl in the midst, who moved for-
ward unconcernedly, talking to her com-
panions, exchanging salutes with those
she knew, and either superbly indifterent
to the homage of which she was too con-
spicuously the object for the possibility of
unc orp g in a cone
summate degree the art of assuming in-
difference.

And so at last she drew near the spot
where stood the Hon. Rokeby Danvers
and his friend, and Danvers drew in his
breath with a quick muttered :

“Heavens!—what beauty. The girl is
divine!”

A tall, slim, aupplod form,

raceful in bearing and movement; an
g’ul face, :ith a ée. &rk skin a8 clear
as opal, the brow broad and full, the large
eyes of dark, reddish hazel shining
tl!'ough long black upward-curling lashes ;
delicate lips at once firm and mobile,
showing as they smiled glimpses of glit-
tering little white teeth, a wealth of dark
chestnut hair clustering in short eurls
over the nobly balanced head, and low
enough on the forehead to soften its mas-
culine development of intellectual power,
but not too low to conceal that unique ev-
idence of mental force; these were the el-
ements—in general terms—that made up
the remarkable whole, known in the Lon-
don world as Vida Carolan.

Her dress was simple, but artistic; a
cavalier hat of old-gold satin with sweap-
ing plumes, and a dress of bLlack velvet,
with lace puffs to the sleeves. There was
rich lace about her throat, but no orna-
ment eave a bunch of stephanotis and
maidenhair fern worn almost on the left
shoulder.

While Rokeby Danvers gazed on this
beautiful picture in admiration so pro-
found that he forgot all about politeness,
Bummers hastened forward to claim ac-
quaintance, :

Miss Carolar turned to him at once,
holding out her hand with a smile of rare
brightness, yet which no keen physiogno-
mist would ﬁave called a happy smile.

“How has the world used you, Mr,
Summers, since I saw you last " ghe said,
and both her intonation and accent be-
trayed the habit of speaking foreign lane
guages. “Were you not on the Row yes-
terday? I thought I saw you in the dis.
tance.”

“If I had been there, Miss Carolan, I
must have seen you,” with a bow.

“Very fair,” sail she, laughing. “I
think some of you men get up a kind of
a stock list of compliments, and you are
pretty safe to have one for every occasion;
if something quite out of the common oc.
curs, then you are nonplussed. Isn't that
80, Lady Marvyn "

“You are terribly hard
men,” returned that lady.

“And overlook,” added Summers readi-
ly, *in some cases the potency of the in-
spiration!”

“Quite enough, thank you. One cannot
live on sugar and puff paste, Mr, Sum-
mers, though they are very well in their
way; so please give me something better,
or I shall forget my manners and beg you
to carry your compliments elsewhere.”

“I ery you mercy, and in proof of your
forgiveness, deign to smile upon a friend
of mine who is dying to be presented.”

“With pleasure, if g0 simple a process
a8 an introduction can save a no doubt
valuable life.”

Poor Rokeby Danvers, who had usually
plenty of assurance, positively blushed
us he bowed before this superb looking
girl, and felt almost as shy as he did at
his first lvee. He was in the seventh
heaven, and could not, even in thought,

perfectly

on the poor

deij

of the season. Lady Marvyn,” turning to

| duce you
minute ago. Ah, there she is!"

fopward smil.
ﬂ of perhnw'

formy and Beatrix Manefield felt ¢
delighted to knmow the star, about whom
everybody wastalking, ard whno,in phrase
suitable to the surroundings, was “quite
consummate.”

Mansfield, presently, as they turned bac
to make a seco
rooms, “if you aré not engaged, ’l‘you_ will
honor my garden-party on

next "

Lady Yarvyn, I want to have you both
i good time."

dear, look here.
this picture? I want to have
i ’“Jn.ﬂ

seemed, by the evidences of departed
g:elu, to have prolonged their game far

quenters of the salon, a
festly, bad gone, and these iwo, one of
them the bost, continued to play, with
a
with ness.
bl-e.tha‘age:he gazed on the canvas, and
for a moment, oue brief flash of time, a
look came into the
pleasant to see, &
passed as she said, with a half laugh:

picture,”

Marvyn, “that Lady
you on Thursdey:
are a9 delightful,
person whom 1 am sure you will like”

Dare Devereux, of King’s Royal” .
long veil of lashes Sweeping” over them

gave them a half dreamy,
sion.

there had been none to look at, but all di- |

resent it when Vida turned som
tiest s{neches into widicule, an when
e was in the midst of gome compligent
asked him, with delicious sang froid,
he thought of such and such a pictur.
if he worshipped Brune Jones.

“I dare say,” she added, on one of t
occasions, “you have not studied art "\
attentively; you come to galleries to see
the people—not the pictures. Now you
are opening your mouth for a very obvi-
ous and common-place compliment ; please
leave it wnuttered. I know what it is,
and will accept it for as much as it is

2

worth.”
are to:ﬂcruelf'

“Miss Carolan,
“I am cruel to gmkind." she answered,

“I want to teach some of you) if I can,
that a woman does not want to be told
every five minutes that she is handsome
and adorable, and all that sort of thing.
If she is handsome, her glass will tell her
80; and if she js not, her vanity will.—
Will you try learn the lesson 1

“I will try and learn anything you me y
to teach me, Miss Carolan.”

“You are a very docile pupil. You may
deserve a good conduct medal by the end

f his

that lady, “is that Whistler you spoke of
near where we aref”

“No, dear: but I wanted to intro-
Lady Mansfield. I saw hera

A handsome, middle-aged lady came
i owed by a fair young
ty, who looked with

“Perhaps, Miss Carolan,” said Lndi
promenade of the
hursday
“I shall be most happy, Lady Mansfield.”

“Thank you—mind "you come early,

“Very well; we will not f.:ll. Vida, m
A , What do you think o};
your opin-

It was a painting f two gamesters, who

yond reasonable hours. The other fre-
'vate one mani-

beorbed faces and haunds that trembled
She almost held her

great dark eyes not
dangerous look; but it
“I'wonder which will win? It is a fine

lad,” added Lady
ﬁuuﬁeld bas asked

¢ He -partiea
and :h. expects one

“Isn'tit? I am'so

“Who is that?”
*“I dare sny you have heard of him—

The liazel eyes were droop ng, and the

languid expres-
There was no apparent change in
them; that veil hid the light that le:ipod
up again; no change in the sweet, rich-
toned voice, as the girl said deliberately :
“No, I donot think I have heard the

name before.”
But she looked back over her shoulder,
the ha pi

[ dear, look here.  What do you think

| It was a painting of two gamesters, who
' seemed, by the evidences of departed
guests, to huve prolonged their game far
beyond reasonable hours. The other fre-
quenters of the salon, & private one mani-
festly, bad gone, and these two, one of
them the host, continued to play, with
absorbed faces and hands that trembled
with eagerness. She almost held her
breath as she gazed on the canvas, and
for & moment, one brief flash of time, a
look came into the great dark eyes not
pleasant to see, a dangerous look; bLut it
passed as she eaid, with & half laugh:
“I ' wonder which will win? It is a fine

picture.”
glad,” added Lady

“Isn'tit? I am so
Marvyn, “that Lady Mansfield has asked

ou on Phuredey. Her rdu?rﬁ-
1-. 7] dalightful.,’-nd nho“ expects one
person whom 1 am sure you will like” |

“Who is that{"

*I dare say you have heard of him—
Dare Devereux, of King’s Royal” .

The hazel eyes were drooping, and the
long veil of lashes sweeping over them
gave them a half dreamy, languid expres-
sion. There was no apparent change in
them; that veil hid the light that leaped
up again; no change in the sweet, rich-
toned voice, as the girl said deliberately :
“No, I donot think I have heard the
name before.”

But she looked back over her shoulder,
as they turned away from the picture of
the two gamesters, looked baek and
emiled, and the movement of her lips
might almost have seemed to frame again
the question she had asked: “I wonder
which will win "

CHAPTER 1V,
A CRUEL TASK,

For 'tis sweet to gee the engineer

Hoist with his own petard, —SHAKESPEARE.

In & handsome dressing-room in a well-
appointed house in Hertford-street, May-
fair, stood Vida Carolan, resting one foot
on the rung of a chair which she was ti
ping backwards and forwards while s{;
spoke to the only other occupant of the
apartment—a woman who, though she
looked her fifty years, was still hand-
some, and in whom robustness of figure
had not degenerated into stoutness,

Vida was dressed for Lady Mansfield’s
garden-party, all save hat  and gloves,
which lay ready to be donmed when
necessary, and her dress of creamy-white
mixed with crimson became her as much
as had the black velvet.

Strangely contrasted were the two wo-
men who were working for the same end ;
the one declining towards the old age of
an ill-spent life, the other:

A maiden flower full bloom—

A pasgion-flower! A maiden whoge rich heart
Burned with intensest fire that t., ned the light
Of the sweet eyes into a warm dark dew,

The face of the woman opposite to her
should not be an unfamiliar one; we have
seen it before in the salon in the Pare
Monces~; but the fourteen years that
have yussed over Hester Ransome have
been vears of vicissitude-—the life of an
adventuress: to-day living in luxury,
eating ortolans and drinking Chateau
Margot; to-morrow turned out of a lodg-
ing for lack of five francs to pay the
week's rent; and “excess and gassion and
pain” have done their work tdo, and left
their mark, more cruel and finores inef-
faceable than any lines of igfe=

What had wrought this change? Not
the years between thirty-six and fifty, but
some master-passion that subdued, if it
could not crush, the lesser passions,

be a disguise, for it did not belong to the
rank of life—that of a lady—which she
obviously occupied.

laid aside, was shabby

this picture? I want to have your opin- [
ion.” |

The apparel of this woman seemed to M

The black bonnet,
and unfashionable, ' |

P




